
Council is no more willing now than ever
to license gambling houses and grog shops;
but it must be done, and all hell is stirred
up if I ask the people to suppress them.
What do they want them for? They want
what they call “civilization”—that is fight-
ing, gambling, killing, whorehouses, drink-
ing houses, and every species of debauch-
ery that can be imagined on the face of the
earth. That is their “civilization,” and what
they want introduced here. These scav-
engers are here and they want to introduce
their systems. There are not a great many
of them perhaps at the present time; but
they will follow up, and I can tell the Lat-
ter-day Saints that we will be followed just
as long as the devil reigns on the earth. He
is untiring in his exertions, fervent in every
act possible, for the accomplishment of his
work. If the people would take the counsel
given them, health, wealth, influence, and
power among the nations of the earth
would surely come to them in a tenfold de-
gree to what it ever has; it would come in
such a manner that you would not know
what to do with it, and you would wonder
and be astonished. “But no,” say many, “we
will mingle with, live among, and nourish
and cherish the servants of the devil, and
give our money to, and associate with, and
have his coadjutors in our midst.” And so
we have got to continue to labor, fight, toil,
counsel, exercise faith, ask God over and
over, and have been praying to the Lord for
thirty odd years for that which we might
have received and accomplished in one
year.

“I do not know,” says one, “how to do
better than I do.” The Lord has given you
and me the privilege of gathering up from
among the wicked. “Come out of her 
my people,” are some of the last words 
revealed through his servant John in

the last of the revelations given in the New
Testament. And one of the last writers we
have here in this book—John the Revela-
tor—looking at the Church in the latter
days, says: “Come out of her, my
people”—out of Babylon, out of this con-
fusion and wickedness, which they call
“civilization.” Civilization! It is corruption
and wickedness of the deepest dye. It is no
society for you, my people, come out of
her. Gather out where you can pray, where
you can have meetings and sacraments;
where you can meet, associate, and mingle
together; where you can beautify the earth
and gather around you the necessaries of
life, and make everything as beautiful as
Zion, and begin to establish Zion on the
earth; sanctify yourselves, sanctify your
houses, the lands that you live upon; your
farms, the streams of water that flow
through your cities, country places and
farms; sanctify your hills and mountains
and valleys, and the land around about,
and begin to build up Zion. Now, “come
out of her, my people,” for this purpose,
“and partake not of her sins, lest ye receive
of her plagues.” After all these revelations
and commandments the people who pro-
fess to be Saints will mingle with the
wicked, and foster those who would cut
their throats, and feed and clothe, and give
them everything they can gather together.

How is it if you come down to the acts
of the people? Will the women knit their
own stockings, and make their own
clothing? Some of them may try to do so;
but as a general thing, no. It is: “Hus-
band, I want some money to go to the
store to buy a bonnet; I will not be
troubled with braiding the straw; I want
some shoes, frocks, and pants for my 
boys, and I will not be at the trouble 
of spinning this dirty wool.” And the
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